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the household repeated the foul words used on
the previous occasion with ten times the strength.
The poor woman was helpless. She had borne
blind children and had quite enough of sorrow
wondering what should happen to the poor
things. But by this time she had become used
to the household and could speak with
some freedom. When somebody talked dis-
courteously to her she said: u I was sightless, but
in what way have I been less than others ? I have
borne a son, I have borne a daughter. I am doing
what work I can in the house. The husband
who married me may, if he likes, complain that
I am blind. A woman who is not blind may
watch her husband's movements and see to what
places he goes. A fortunate woman like me is
saved from this trouble. The husband also is
saved from the trouble of a watchful wife. I am
not going to allow all and sundry to scorn me for
my blindness." The poor woman had developed,
some kind of mental peace by continual thought
of her circumstances, and thus, somehow, that life
moved on.
While things stood with Lakshamma thus, a
day came when her father-in-law had to perform
his father's annual ceremony. When the old
man had finished his bath and was clean for the